mrs etteen. That is the only thing you can find words for.
But there is something between us that you cannot find words
for: even you, who are so great a master of words.
immenso. What, for example?
mrs etteen. Say, a sense of deadly peril.
immenso [slowly] Mrs Etteen: there are certain things I cannot
say to a lady. One of them is that I feel perfectly safe with her.
mrs etteen. So much the better! Can you really talk to me
exactly as you would talk to the baker?
immenso. I cannot say that. The baker is an organic part of
society. Without the baker I should perish or live on snails. I
am not convinced that beautiful ladies—shall I call them love
ladies?—are an organic part of society. Without them I should
not perish. I should flourish.
mrs etteen. Without love ladies there would be no love chil-
dren. Have you noticed that love children, like love ladies, are
very beautiful?
immenso. The statistics of illegitimate children—
mrs etteen \%uickly\ I did not say illegitimate children, Mr
Champernoon: I said love children. There are more love children
born in wedlock than out of it: at least I hope so. But there are
very few born at all, either in or out of wedlock.
immenso. I have known some very beautiful persons of the
sort you mean. I may be prejudiced against them because I, alas!
am not an entrancingly beautiful person; but some of them were
infernal rascals.
mrs etteen. Spendthrifts and libertines and so forth, eh?
immenso. I am myself a bit of a spendthrift as far as my means
allow. No: I should call them thieves, if people who order goods
they cannot pay for are thieves. I should call them rascals,
because people who borrow money heartlessly from poorer
people than themselves on the security of false promises to pay
are in my opinion rascals. And libertines, certainly, of both
sexes.
mrs etteen. And yet charming people, all the same. Centres
of exquisite happiness. Living fountains of love.
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